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At Troyom'a, a Pard outh

Marcel Troyun, all
as Michael Lanyard,
By Burke, an expi-t

wha takes the

Tay with him to Am @& anl makes of
him o finlshed cracksiminn. Atler steallng
vl e s A0 War

the Omber jewoss Huy

lans In ns 1o
froyon's for year
ltf-. ause  he st

Yard man, s o in try On il he
finds Roddy plready installod us u guest

CHAPTER ll—Continued,

However impulsively, he hadn’t
soughit Troyon's without defiulle in-
tent, to wit, to guin some olue, how-
ever slender, 1o the mystery of that
wrelched child, Marcel. But now it
appeared ho had procrastinated
fally—time and change had left little

other than the shell of the Troyon's |
Papa Troyon was |

he remembered.
gone; madame no longer occupied the
«lesk of the calsse; Inquiries, 8o dis
creetty worded as to e uncompro
mising, elicited from the mnitre d'ho-
tel the Information that the house hud
been under new management these
wighteen months;
wons doad, and his widow had sold out
Jock, stock and barrel, and retired to
the country, it wuas not known ex.
actly whers, And with the new ad:
ministration hnd come fresh decora-
tions and furnishings and a complete
change of personnel—not even one of
the old walteérs remained.

“'AN are gone, the old, familiar
faves,” " Lanyard quoted in vindictive
melancholy—"damn ‘em!'"

Happily it wos demonstrated that
the culsine was being malntained on
its erstwhile plane of excellonce—one
still had that comfort!

Other impressions, leass  Intimate
proved  puzzling, disconcerting and
paradoxically remssuring

Loanynrd commanded n falr view of
ol poross the waist of the room
The detective had ordered a meal that
matohied his ret well, both of true
British simplicity 5 0 SquUare-
#ot man with a sguare jaw, cold blue
aves, o fat noge, o thindipped trap of
a mouth, n face as red as rare beef
stealk,

His dinner comprised
the jolnt, boiled
Bprouts, a bit of bottle of
Bass He chewing with
the doggedness of a strong character
hampered by a weak digestion, and
all the while kept kis ¢yes fixed to nn
Issue of the Paria edition of the Lon.
don Dafly Mall with an effect of con-
céntration quite too convineing.

Now one doesn't read the Paris edi
tiom of the Loudon Daily Mall with in-
tense excitement. Humanly speaking,
it can’t he dona.

Where, then, was the object of this
a0 sedulously dissembled (nterest?

n cut from

potatoes, hrussels

L T

nte slowls

Lanyard wasn't slow to solve this

riddle to his satisfaction—in so far,
that is, as it was satisinctory to feel
yet more certain that Roddy's quar
was another than himself

Despite the latensss of the hour,
which had by now twned ten o'cloek,
the reataurnnt had still a dozen tablea
or &0 in the serviee of guests pleas-
antly engagad in lengthenlng out an
agreeahlo ¢
ligueurs and cigarettos,

The majority

of these were In couples, but at & table
one removed from Roddy's sat a party
or

of three; and Lanyard noticed,
fancied, that the man from Secotland
Yard turned his newspaper only duar
ing lulls in the conversation in this
quarter.

T0f the (hree, one would pass for an
Amerlean of position and wealth—a
man of something more than sixty
years, with an execrable accent,
racking eough, and a thin, patrielan
cant of countenance clouded darkly by

tha expression of a soul in torment,
furrowed, seamed, twistod—a mask of |

mortal anguish. And once, when he
“Tooked up and casually encountered
Lanyard's gaze. the

ayns that wera as the oyes of n dend
man—eves of a gray so lght that at

a lttle disthnen the color of the irls
their
whiteg, leaving vigihio only the round,
black points of pupils nbnormally dis-
tanded and staring, blunk, fixed, pas-

blended indistinguishalbly with

sionless, beneath lashlesa 1dy

For the Instant they sesmed to ax-
plore Lanyard’s very soul with a look

of remota and Impersonal curiosity:
then they fall away, and when next

the adventurer looked the man had
turnod to attend to some observation
with a
emile that fairly transfigured his face,

of one of his companions

the amile of & chprming child.

On his right sat o girl who might
“be his davghiter, for not only wus she,
“doo, obviously American, but she was

far teo young to be the other's wite

A  demure, old-fashioned type, well

Ia |

the old proprietor |

pning with dessart, coffeo,

adventurer was
sihocked to find himsell staring into

tative father and the third member of
the Httle party.

This last was one whom Lanvard
waus sure he knew, though he could
| #oe no more than the back of M. le
Comte Remy de Morbihan.

! And he wondered with a thrill of
i Ial'llu!it*ﬂlf:ll[

if It wore possible that
Roddy was on the trafl of that tre-
mendous buck.
uhnse worth following—a diversion
rendered the more exguisite to Lan-
yurd by the splce of novelly, sinee for

once he would fgure as a dispassion- |
| temptuously,

ate bystander,
The name of Comte Remy de Mor-

[ bihan, although unrecorded In the Al-|

manach de Gotha, was one to conjure
with o the Paris of his day and gen-
eration. He elalmed the
of being nt once the ugliest, one of
| the wealthiest and the mostliked man
in France.

As to his looks, good or bad, they
were sald to prove infallibly fatal with
women, while not a few men, perhaps

honor to imitate them. The revues
burlesqued him; Sem carlcatured
him; Forain counterfsited him exten-
sively in that Infmitable series of Mon-
day morning cartoons for Le Figaro—
one sald “De Morbthan™ instinetively
at sight of that stocky figure, short
and broad, topped by a chubby, moon-
like mask with waxed mustache, wom-
anish eves, and never-falling grin.

A creature of proverbinl good na-
ture and exhaustless vitality, his ex-
traordinary popularity was due to the
equally extraordinary extravagance
with which he supported that Intest
Gallle fad, "Te sport” The Parisian
Rughy tenm was his pampered prio
tege; he wns an active member of
the tennis club, maintained not only a
flock of sutomobiles but a famous rac
ing stable, rode to hounds, was a good
fleld gun, patronized avistion and
motor-hoat racing, risked #s many
maximums during the Monte Carlo
senson ag the Grand Duke Michuel
himself, and was always ready to whet
| rapiers or hurn a ilttle harmless pow:
| der of an early wmorning in the Pare
| aux Princes,

But thers were gome ugly whispers

in circulation ahout the sources of ‘his |
one, |

fabulous wenlth., Lanvard, for
wouldn't have thought him the proper
o8t company or the best Parisian cice
rone for an ailing American gentle
man blessed with independent mesns
and an attractive danghter,

Paris, on the other hand—PParis who
everything to him who con-
tributes (o her amusement—adored
Comte Remy de Morbihan,

But perhaps Lanyard was preju
diced by his portinlity for Americans,
a sentiment the outgrowth of those
geveral years he had spent with
Bourke in New York. He even fancied
that between his spirit and theirs ex-
isted some subtle bond of sympathy.
For all he knew, he might himself
be Americai.
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CHAPTER IIL

A Paint of Interrogation.

some time Lunysrd strained
to catech something of the conversa-
tion that soemed to prove so intorsast.
ing to Roddy, but without success,
thanka to the hum of volees that filled
the room. In time, however, the gath-
ering began to thin out, until at length
there remained only this party
three, Lanyard enjoying a most de-
lactable salad and Roddy puffing a cl-

For

that Lanyard suspected him of the
gin of smuggling) and slowly empty-
ing another bottle of Bags.

twedn De Morbihan and the
cans bocame public property.
The first remark overheard by Lan-

Ameri-

following a pause and & consultation
of his walch.

“Quarter to eleven,” he announced.

“Plenty of time,” sald De Morbihan
cheerfully. "That is," he amended, "if
mademoiselle isn't bored."

The girl's reply, something which

man,

appearance and distressing cough.
vised chearfully.,
to keeping late hotirs with me: and
of Ber first visit to Paris?"

noft
.| though it were spelled “Luchia.”

practically a ducloguc between her pu- |

If so, it would be a |

distinction |

for that reason, did their possessor the |

of

gur (with such evidence of enjoyment

Under these conditions the talk be- |

yard came from the clderly American,

wis accompanied by a pretty inclina-
tion of her head toward the French-
was lost In the other's aeccents,
He had o strong and sonorous voles,
in strange contrast with his ravaged

“Don’t let that hurry you,” he ad-
“Lucia's accustomed

whoever heard of o young and pretiy
woman being bored on the third day

He pronounced the name with the
Yo" of the Itallan tongue, a8

“To be sure,” laughed the French-

----------- L

She Mushid pretuily ns she nodded
eniling acknowledgment.

“Ah, you Americans!” De Morbihan
sighed. “You fill us with envy—you
bave the souls of poets and the wealth
of princes!™

“But we must come to Parls to find
beautiful things for our womenfolk!"

‘Take care. though. lest you go too
far. M. Bannon™

“How so—too far?”

“You might sitract the attention of
the Lone Wolf. They say he's on the
prowl once more."”

The American laughed a trace com-
Lanyard's fingers tight-
ened on his knife and fork: otherwise
he made no sign. A sidelong glunce
into & mirrar at his elbow showed
Roddy still absorbed in the Daily Mail,

The gir! bhent forward with a look
of eager interest

“The Lone Wolf? Who is that?"

“You don't know him in America,
mademoiselle?™

“No-o,"

“The Lone Wolf, my dear Lucia"
the wvaletudinarian explained in dry
and humorous accents, “is the sobri-
quet fastened by some (maginative
French reporter upon a celebrated
eriminal who seoms to have made him-
gelf sometliing of a pest over here
these last few years, Nobody knows
anything definite about him, apparent-
1y, but he operates in a most individ-
ual way and keeps the police buay try-
ing to guess where he'll strike next.”

The girl breathed an incredulous ex-
clamation.

“But 1 assure you!™ De Morbihan
pratested. “The rogue has had a won-
derfully successful career, thanks to
his dispensing with confederates and
confining hls depredations lo jewels
and similar valuables—portable and
easy to convert into cash. Yet,” he

&
v

"You won't tell us?" the girl pro-
tested, with a Nutle moue of disap-
pointment as the Frenchman paused
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provokingly.
“Perbaps T should not. And yet—
why not? As I say, it was elementury

reasoning—n mere matter of logical
deduction and elimination. O, made
up one's mind the Lone Wuif must be
a certain type of man; the rest was
simply sifting France for the man to
fit the theory and then watching bim
until he gave himseclf away."

“You're not golng to stop there?™
the American demanded In an ag-
grieved tone.

“No? 1 must continue? Very well;
I confess to some little pride. It was
a feat. He i2 cupning, that one!™

De Morbihan paused and shifted
sidewise in his chair, grinning like a
mischievous child.

By this maneuver, thanks to the ar-
rangement of mirrors lining the walls,
he commanded an indirect view of
Lanyard, a fact of which the latter
was not unawara, though his expres-
sion remgined unchanged as he sat—
with a corner of his eve reserved for
Roddy—speculating whether De Mor-
bihan were telling the truth or only
boasting for his own glorification.

“Do go on—please!" the girl begged
pretiily.

“l1 can deny you nothing, mademoi-
salle. Well, then! From what little
was known of this mysterious cres-
ture, one readily inferred he must be
a bachelor, with no close friends. That
is clear, 1 trust?”

“Too deep for me, my friend,” the
elderly man confessed.

“Impenetrable reticonce.” the count
expounded —and enjoying himself
hugely—"isn't possible in the human
relations. Soomer or later one (s
doomed to share ono's secrets, how-

added, nodding sagely, "one is not
afrald to predict that his race is al-
most run.”

“You don't tell me!™ the older man
exclaimed, “Have they pleked up the |
geent—at last?" I

“The man {8 known,” De “urbilm‘n\
aflirmed.

By now the conversation had eaught 1
the interest of several loitering walt-
ers, who weore listening opensmouth.
pd; and oven Roddy sgeemed a bit
gtartled, and for once forgot to make
business with his newspaper, but his
wondering stare was exclusively for
De Morbihan,

Lanyard put down EKnife and fork,
swiullowed a final mouthful of Haut
Brion, and lighted a cigaretle with the |
hand of a man who knew not the
meaning of nerves.

"Garcon!” he called quietly, and or-
dered coffee and cigars, with a liquenr

||Tr: follow

“Known!" the American exclaimed.
“They've caught him, eh?"

1 didn't say that,” De Morbihan
laughed; “but the mystery is no more
—in certain guarters.”

"Who I8 he, then?"

“That—monsieur will pardon me—
I'm not vet free to state, Indeed, I
may ba indiscreet in saying as much
a8 1 do, Yet, among friends—"

[is shrug suggested that, as far as
he was concerned, walters were not
human and the other guests of the
establishment non-éxistent.

“But,” the American protested, “per-
haps you can teli us how they got on
hig track?”

“It was not difficult,” sa!d De Mor-
bihan; “Indeed, quite simple. ‘This

ever reluctantly, even unconsciously,
with a wife, a misiress, a child, o
with some trusted friend. And a se-
cret between two is—a prolific breeder
of platitudes! Granted this line of
regsoning, the Lone Wolfl is of neces.
slty not only unmarried, but practl
eally friendless. Other attributes of
his will obviously comprise youth,
courage, imagination, a rather high or
der of intelligence, and & social posi-
tion—Ilet us gay, rather, an ostensible
business—enabling him to travel at
will hither and yon without exciting
comment. S0 far, good!

"My friend, the chief of the surets,
forthwith commissioned his agents to
geck such a one, and by this meang
several fine fish were énmeghed in the
net of suspiclon, carefully scritinized,
and one by one let go—all except one,
the veritable man. Him they sedulous-
ly watched, shadowing him across Eu.
rope and back again. He was in Ber
lin at the time of the famous Rhein.
hart robbery, though he compassed
that coup without detection; he was
in Vienna when the British embasgsy
there was looted, but escaped by a
clever ruse and managed to dispose
of his plunder before the agents of the
surete could lay hands on him; re-
cently he has been in London, and
thera he made love to and ran away
with the diamonds of a certain lady
of zome eminence. You have heard
of Mme, Omber, eh?"

Now by Roddy's cxpression it was
plaln  that, if Mme, Omber's name
wasn't strange in his hearing, at least
he found this news about her mosat
surprising. He was staring openly,
with a slnckened jaw and stupefaction
in his blank, blue cyes,

Lanyard gently pinched the small
end of a cigar, dipped it into his demi
tasse, and lighted it with not so much
a8 a susplclon of tremor. His brain,
however, was working rapidly In the
effort to determine whether De Mor-
bikan meant this for a warning or was
simply narrating an amusing yarn
founded on advance Information and
amplified by an ingenlots imagina-
tion. For hy now the news of the
Omber affair must linve thrilled many
a continental telegraph wire,

“Mme. Omber—of course!” the
American agreed thonghtfully, “Ev-

ervone has heard of her wonderful
dianmonds. The real marvel I8 that the
Lone Wolf neglected so ghining a mark
a8 long as he did”

"But truly so, moneigur!"

“And they caught him at it, eh?"

“Not precisely; but he left a clpo—
and London as well—with such haste
an would seem (o indicate he knew his
¢unning hand had for onee slipped.”

“Then they'll nab him soon?"

"Ah, mongleur, one must say ho
more!™ Dla Morbihan protested. “Rest
assured that the chiet of the surete
has lald hig plane—hie web Is spun,
and so artfolly that | think our un
soolable outlaw will soon he nihking
friends in the prison of the Bante. But

| about paintings!
{ful—a ‘graund pleasure!
'know my Iriends,

And seirng Lanyard’s hands, when

Ah Lot B owas odd lor such & one

and a cry of joyous surprise not really
Justified by their rather slight ac
quaintanceship.

“AE!  Ah!™ he clamored vivacious
I¥. "It Is M. Lanyard. who knows all
But thin is delight.

But come!™

that one sommewhat reluetantly rose In
response to this surprisingly oversxw
berant greeting. he dragged him willy-
nilly from behind his table,

“And you mre Ameriean. too. Cer
tainly you must know one another,
Mlle. Bannon—with vour permlssion—
my friend, M. Lanyard. And M. Ban-
non—an old, dear friend, with whom
you will share a passion for the beau:
ties of art.”

The hand of the American, when
Lanyard clasped it, was cold, as cold
as fee; and as their eyes- met that
nbominable cough lald hold of the
man, as it were by the pape of
hiz néck, and shook him wiclously.
Before it had finished with him his
sensitively colored face was purple
and hs wups gasping, breathless—and
Infuriated. ) .

“M. Bannon” De Morbihan ex-
plained  disconnectedly—"It is most

Rose in Response to This Greeting.

digtregsing—1I tell him he should not
stop. In

Paris at this season.
“It is nothing!" the American inter-

posed brusquely between paroxysms.

“But our winter climate, monsieur—
it I8 not fit for those in the prime of
health—"

“It i8 1 who am unfit!" Bannon
gnapped, pressing o handkerchief to
his lips—"unfit to Hve!" he amended
venomously.

Lanyard murmured o conventional
expression of sympathy, Through it
all he was cousclous of the regard of
the girl. Her soft, brown eyes met
his eandidly, with a look cool in its
composure, straightforward in its In-
quiry, neither bold nor mock-demurea,
And if they were the first to fall, it
was with an effect of curiosity sated,
without trace of discomfiture. And
somehow the adventurer felt himself
measured, classified, filed away.

Between amusement and plque he
continued to stare, while the elderly
American recovered his breath and
De Morbihan jabbered on with unfail-
ing vivacity; and he thought that this
closer scrutiny discovered in her face
contours suggesting maturity of
thought beyond her apparent years—
which were somewhat less than the
sum of his own—and with this the
suggestlon of an elusive, provoking
qunlity of wistful languor, & hint of
patient melencholy.

“We are off for a glimpse of Mont-
martre,” De Morbihan was explain-
ing—"M. Bannon and I. He has not
socn Paris in twenty years, he tells
me, Waoll, it will be amueing to show
him what changes have taken place
In all that time, One regrets made
moiselle i8 too fatigued to nccompany
ug, But you, my friend—now if you
would consent to make our third, L
would be most amiableé of you."

“I'm sorry,” Lanyard excused hime
golf; “but, asa you see, | am ‘only just
in from the rallroad, a long and tire
some journey. You are very good, but
[

“Gtood? De Morbihan exclaimed
with violence. “17 On the contrary,
1 am a very solfish man; 1 seek but

to afford myself the pleasure of your

company. You lead stch a busy life,
my friend, romping about Hurope,
here one day, God knows where the

next, that one must make one's best of

your spare moments. You will join
us, surely?"

“Really | cannot tonight.

10 sack that particular establishment

"You must

Another
time, perhaps, if you will excuse mo."

How much did
he knew anything, he must mean
for assuredly he could not be ignorant
of Roddy's business or that every
other word he uttered wag riveting
suspicion of identity with the Lone
Wolf or that Roddy was listening with
all his ears and staring Into the bar-
gain!

Decidedly something must be dobe
to silence this animal, De Morbihan,
should it turn out he really did know
something!

It was only after profound reflec-
tion over his ligueur—while Roddy de-
voured his Daily Mail and washed It
down with a third bottle of Bass—that
Lanyard summoned the maltre dhotel
and asked for a room.

1t would never do to fix the doubta
of the detective by golng elsewhere
that night. But, fortunately, Lanyard
knew that warren which was Troyon's
a8 no one else knew it; Roddy would
find it hard to detain him should
evenla geem o advigse an early de-
parture.

CHAPTER IV,
A SBtratagem.

When the meaitre d'botel had shown
him all over the establishment—Iinno-
cently enough, en route, furnishing
him with a complete list of his other
guests and their rooms, memoranda
readily registered by a retentive mem-
ory—Lanyard chose the bedchamber
next that occun' ud by Roddy, in the
gecond slory,

The consideration influencing this
gelection wag, of course, that so situ-
ated he would be in a position not only
to keep un eye on the man from Scot-
land Yard, but aslso to determine
whether or not Roddy were disposed
o keap an eye on him.

In those days Lanyard's faith In
himeelf was a beautiful thing. He
could not have enjoyed the Immunity
ascribed to the Lone Wolf g0 long as
he bad without galning a power of
sturdy self-cogfidence in addition to
A certain degree of temperate con-
tempt for the sples of the law and all
their ways,

Reviewing the scene in the restaw
rant, Lanvard felt measurably war-
ranted In assuming not only that Rod-
dy was interested In De Morbihan, but
that the Fronchman wns well aware
of that interest. And he resented sin-
cerely his inability to feel as confident
that the count, with hi# gossip about
the Lone Wolf, had been merely scek-
ing to divert Roddy's interest to pu-
tatively larger game. It was just pos-
alble that De Morbihan's {dentification
of Lanyard with that mysterious per
sonage, at least by innuendo, had been
unintentional: But somehow Lanyard
didn't belleve it had.

However, one would surely learm
something illuminating before very
tong. The business of a sleuth s to
gleuth, and sooner or later Roddy
must surely make some move to Indl-
cate the quarter wherein his real in-
terest lay.

Just at present, reasoning from
nolses audible through the bolted door
that communicated with the adjoining
badchamber, the business of a sleuth
seemed to comprise going to bed.

Lanyvard, shaving and dressing, could
distinetly hear a tuneless volce con-
tentedly humming “Sally in Our Al
ley,” a rendition punctunted by one
heavy thump, and then another, and
then by a heartfelt sigh of rellef—as
Roddy kicked off his boots—and fol
lowed by the tapping of & plpe against
grate-bars, the complaint of a window
being lowored for ventllation, the click
of an electric-light switeh, and the
creaking of hed springs.

Finally, and before Lanyard had fin-
fshed dressing, the man from Scotland
Yard began placidly to snore.

0Of course, hie might well be bluffing,
for Lanyard had taken palhs to let
Roddy know that they wera room
nejghbors by announcing his selection
in loud tones elose to the communicat
ing door,

But this was a question which the
adventurer meant to have answered
before he went out.

It wis hard upon twelve o'clock
when the mirror on the dressing table
pssured him that he was at length in
the habit and apparel of a gentleman
of elegant nocturnal lelsure. But if
he approved the figure he cut, It was
mainly because clothes Interested him
and he reckoned hig own impeccahle,
0f thelr tenant he was Teeling just
then a bit less sure than he had half
an hour alnce; his regard wias lower-
Ing and mistrustful.

He was, In short, suffering reaction
from the high spirits engendered by
his crosschannel explolis, hiz success-

ful getawny, and the unusual clrcums

stances attendant upon his return (o

this memory-haunted mansoloum of an

unhappy ohildhood. He even shivered
o trifle, ny if under premonition of mis-
fortune,

_out polsons.

Lifs is mot meraly to live, but to
live well, st well, digest well, work
well, sleep well, Jook wall What =
glorlous condition to attain, and yet
bow very easy It is If one will only
adopt the morning inside hath.

Folks .who are aceustomed io feel
dull and heavy when thay arise, split
ting headache, stuffy from a cold, foul
tongue, nasty breath, acid stomach,
can, instead, feel.ns fresh as a daisy
by opening the sluices of the system
each morning and fushing out the
whole of the internal polsonous stage
nant matter.

Byeryone, whether ailing, sick or
well, should, each * ming, before
breakfast, drink a go.ss of real hot
water with a teaspoonful of limestono
pliosphate In it to wash from the
stomach, liver, kidneys and bowels the
previous day's Indigestible waste, sour
bile and polsonous toxins; thus cleans-
Ing, sweetening and purifying the en-
tire alimentary tract before putting
more food into the stomach. The ac-
tion of hot water and limestons phos-
phate on an empty stomach {8 wonder-
fully Invigorating. It cleans out gll the
sour fermentations, gases, waste and
acidity and gives one a splendid ap-
petite for breakfast. While you are
enjoying your breakfast the water and
phosphate is quietly extructing o large
volume of water from the blood and
getting ready for a thorough flushing
of all the Inside organs.

The milllons of people who are both-
ared with constipation, billous spells,
stomach trouble, rheumatism; others
who have sallow skins, blded disor-
dira aad sickly complexions are urged
to get a quarter pound of lmestons
phosphate from any store that handles
druge which will cost very little, but
Is sufMcient to make anyone & pro-
nounced crank on the gubject of in-
ternal sanitation.—Adyv,

Simplified.

“I'm trying to figure out a way to
enlorge the lobby of my theater,” said
the mavager. “It’s entirely too amall.”

“Why not ecut out the box ofiice?”
suggested one of his patrons. “I
haven't been able to buy a ticket
there in three vears. The speculntors
have them all."

SYRUP OF FIGS FOR

A GHILD'S BOWEL

it is cruel to force nauseating,
harsh physic into a
sick child.

Look back at. your childhood days.
Remember the “dose” mother insisted
on—castor oll, calomel, ecathartics,
How you hated them, how you fought
against taking them,

With our children it's different.
Mothers who cling to the old form of

physic eimply don't realize what they
do.
ed, Their tender little “insides” are
Injured by them.

The children's revolt is well-found-

If your child's stomach, liver and

bowels need cleansing, give only dell-
clous “California Syrup of Figs” Its

action i{s positive, but gentle. Milllons
of mothers keep this harmless “fruft
laxative” handy; they know children
love to take it; that it never falls to

clean the lver and bowels and sweet-
en the stomach, and that a teaspoonful

given today saves a sick child tomor-

Trow.

Ask at the store for a 50-cent bottls
of “California 8yrup of Figs" which
has full directions for babies, children
of all ages and for grown-ups plainly
on each bottle, Adv.

For Future Referende.

Miss Ribbons (the typist)—What
are you marking that basebdll sched-
ule with a blue pencil for, Adalbert?

Adalbert (the office boy)—Oh! I'm
jes’ fixin® de dates when me granmud-
dor's an' grandfadders funerals s goln®
ter take place,

KIDNEY TROUBLE
NOT REGOGNIZED

of the
pr Life les; in
an interview of the subject, made the s
tomghing statement: that one resson why
o many applicants for insumnce are re-
jected in because kidney troublo js so
to the American mzln, and

{qrn ma?lnﬂ]tir rf] lhuﬂ;n whose l;‘.mlibls.li-i
jon are deelined do not even el t
they have the disease. ine

According to this it would seem that m
medicine for the kidneys, posessing real
healing and curitive & les, would be

: ropart :

. Kiltner's Swamp-Root, the well

An examini hysieian for one
H &+ f‘ P r‘ nee (‘

T fa

——

“But it 18 nlways the way!" De Mor-
bihan explained to his friends with o
vast show of mock indignation. “'An.
other time, perhaps’=his invariable
response! I tall you, not two men in
all Parls have any real acqualntance
with this gentleman whom all Parls
knows! Hir reserve Is proverblal—
‘as distant as Lanyard,’ we gay on the
bonlevards!™ .

And turning again to the adventur-
or, moeting his cold stare with the De
Morbthan grin of quenchiess effron-

tery: _
“As you will, my hlfnﬂl"-ha grant-

With one lnst look round to make kidney, liver and bladder remedy,

cortain there was nothing in his narkabl mﬁl in :
room's culenlated disorder to inerimi-
nate him were 1t to ba searchad in his |
absence, Lanyard enveloped himself
in a long. fullskirted coat, clapped on
an opern hat, and went out, nolaily
locking the door, He might as well |
have left It wide; but It would do no |
hurf to pretend he did't know the |
bedehambaor keys at Troyon's were in.
terchungeable—identically the . same
keys, in fact, that had been in service
in the time of Marcel the wratelhed.

(to B Mﬂﬂﬂ-;

polred  but  unnssuming, felchingly
wowned, and with =ufficicot individu-
- mlity of taste, but not connpleuously;
o @ girl with soft, brown hair and soft,
- hrown eyes; pretty. not extravagantly

50 when hor face was In repose, but
with o alow smile that made her
spcurcely less than beautiful—in all,
Lanyard (hought, the kind of woman
‘who s predestined to comfort man-
Jkind, whose strongest Instinct Is the
“maternal

8k took little part in tho conver

now we must adjourn, One I8 sorry.
It has been so very pleasant."

A walter conjured the bill from
somn recess of his walsteoat and
served It on a clean plate to the Amer
lean, Another ran bawling for the
cloakroom attendant. Roddy glued
his gaze afredh to the Dafly Mall, The
party rose,

Lanyard noticed that tho American
slgned the bill instead of settilug ft
with cash, Indioating that he resided
at Troyon's as well as dined there,
And the sdventurer found time to re-

man; "ons sugpects it will be long be-
fore mademolsells loges interest in the
Rue de la Palx"

“You may well, when such beautiful
things come from It' sald the girl.
“See what wo found there today.”

She slipped a ring from her hand
and passed it to De Morbihan.

Thera followed sllence for an in-
gtant, then an exclamation from the
Fronchman:

"But 1t Is superd! Accept, made
molsells, my compliments, It {8 wor-
thy even of you."

“The Lone Wolf? Who I8 That?”

tone of depreciation I8 becoming, for
it was my part to suggest the soly-
tion to my friend, the chief of the
surete, He bad been annoyed and dis-
troased, and was even talking of re
slgning because of his inability to cope
with thls gentleman, the Lonme Woll
And since he s my friend, 1, too, was

on his behalf, and badgered
my poor wits until they chanced upon
the idea which led us to the Hght"

‘watlon, what was

m'hi a.;vm in the newspapers,
When the mumu '_‘Imﬂz b
— : ftrong man to al cause Recent Investigations Sefve to Ghow
8t. Louls, suys,a St Louis (Mo.) dis m&n:‘:’:’“ﬂ; S“W.-:'m That Farmer Popular Impressions
‘pateh o the New York Herald, ; S e _ ‘ o .
_ “BEven Christ's last words were not  giory of Christ,” said Mr. :
j Villlama,  “Whenever s | for be fr uuu?mmﬁ

: ept th of the |fng. ‘I T wisbed, | could Al many |

g )

cate, u-ihn.mm. that mul;bw
e, € mﬂnu'm mnw ot
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Y




